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Tomorrow Isn\'t Tonight 


"I think you've had enough, Jon". 

He looks up from his drink and blinks, squinting. Probably trying to figure out how many of me are real. 

"| - okay" 

Now that's not like him at all. Jon doesn't get this plastered very often, but when he does its a fight to see 
who gets stuck with 'drag Jon out of the bar' duty. He's an angry drunk. Tonight, though, he just looks kind of 
depressed. | slide in the booth across from him. 

"Something wrong?" 

‘Its - me and David had a fight." 


"You two argue all the time" 


"Its not - it wasn't -" 


Jon sighs and rubs his face with his hands. He's too drunk to really gather his thoughts, but I'm far too nosy 
to let this go. 


"David and |, we're more than - we've been - | mean it's kind of a secret, not ‘cause we don't trust you guys 
but we're not -" 


"Oh. That kind of fight." 
He nods slowly, then wavers in the seat, gripping the table tightly for balance as his eyes slide closed. 


"lm kind of drunk." 


"I see that. Come on, I'll bring you back to your room. 


| have no idea how it happened. One minute Jon looked close to tears over David and then he was in my arms 
and his lips were on mine and my tongue was exploring his mouth. That part of me that says "no! Bad ideal 
Push him back, get him off you, get out of there” is off taking a coffee break, apparently. 


Because now we're on the bed and somewhere between the door and the bed clothes were tossed aside. We're 


naked and it's skin against skin and lips against skin and hands fisted in hair and it's fucking heaven 


The way he arches against me when my hand finds his erection is the stuff poetry and fine art and 
everything beautiful is made of. Some part of my brain wants to go find my paints because Lord | need to 
capture that curve of his back, head pushing against the pillow as he tries to touch every inch of me at once. 
My name on his lips is fucking amazing, even if it's not so much my name as Teek, Ti oh God, more Teek more, 


please | need you, oh Teek. 


His lips find mine again and | want to kiss him forever, just fucking drown in him. He's desperate and needy and 
the alcohol in his brain is making him think I'm the only one who can give him what he needs and the lust 


coursing through me is stopping me from correcting him. 


He's rolling me over and sliding down my body and whatever part of me might have known that this is a big 
mistake and | should stop him just dies at the heat of his mouth around my cock. It's incredible and oh God oh 
Jon, Jon, do that again, oh holy Jesus, fuck fuck fuck, oh Jon | don't know what's in my head and what l'm 
actually saying, | just know the heat of that mouth and the texture of his hair wrapped around my fingers. 


The heat is gone and his mouth is back on mine and then his lips are against my ear and fuck me Tico, please, 


| need you, oh God Tico and it's all | can do to groan out a "yes, oh God" 


We shift around and he's beneath me and he's open and waiting and his legs are around my waist. | slide in and 


it's tight and hot and I'm fucking dying from it all. He arches against me - that curve of his back is going to 
be burned in my brain forever and that's not really a bad thing - and again it's Teek, oh God, so big, | need 
you, please, more, oh God Tico harder, harder, Jon, so tight, so good, oh God Jon, oh fuck. 


Tomorrow morning he's going to hate me for taking advantage of him and he's going to hate himself for being 
weak. I'll beat myself up for days about coming in between him and David and making everything worse, and I'll 
blame him for starting it. David will hate me for fucking Jon and he'll eye the two of us warily for months, 
filing away the slightest contact as reason for concern Maybe Jon will never earn back that trust. hell, if this 
gets around to Richie he'll hate me because he's friends with Jon and David far more than he's friends with 
me, and if they're hurting he's going to resent me for being the cause of it. 


We're making a huge fucking mess but none of that's registering yet. Right now the only thing | can really 
comprehend is the legs tightening around my waist and the hot tightness around my cock and lips on mine and 
fingers twisted in my hair. | can't focus on anything but the sound of moans in the air and flesh against flesh 
and Ti, Teek, oh my God, |, Tico I'm gonna, oh more! More! Jesus! Even if | could handle the thought that this is 
not something we should be doing, I'm not capable of anything but pumping my hips and tangling my tongue 
with his and rocking us both towards an explosion. 


He screams my name as he comes and the sound of my name in that husky voice so full of passion and the 
way he tightens around me does me right in. | hold him against me, grinding as | just fucking let go. | barely 
have the presence of mind to pull out and roll over before | collapse. Jon scoots over and throws his arm 


around my waist and even now that it's done there's no room for common sense in the afterglow. 


Darkness, and a weight on my waist. A voice near my ear, thick with sleep and hangover and a thousand other 


things. 
"Oh fuck, we - Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck" 


| don't want to open my eyes, because if | look at his face lined with regret and we-shouldn't-have and what- 
was-I-thinking itll erase the way he looked mid-orgasm and the absolute pleasure on his face and l'm not 


ready for that quite yet. 


He gets off the bed and walks away, and in a few minutes | hear the shower running. | bet he's got it hot, too 
hot, hot enough to wash me off him and out of him for good. 


Common sense is starting to seep in through the edges of the leftover sleep in my brain. Regret will soon 
follow. | get up and dressed, leaving before | have to look it right in its tired, haggard, why-didn't-you-stop-me 


face. 


